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Perhaps the sinking feeling in my ¢ ; is more 
than only the summation of my daily anxieties. 
y a. ‘tiger. Am 
is there gentle 
t is not mine? 


Perhaps I am being pursued 
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‘YOU SEEN THEM? 


CIR: 


SUGAR BEE HONEY JACKET 


There’s a hornet bored into the maple stump 
A bumble bee’s head on my windowsill 
Our furniture used to be 
someone else’s 
Before the middles were missing 
Who will recane this framework? 
| watch videos on the importance of skill 
How the country is slave to sweets 
| am trying to eat less sugar 
We are all trying to eat less sugar. 
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SOMETIMES, IF 
IT’S A GOOD SONG, 
TLL LISTEN me : 


yp HEY, BEFORE 
Y'ALL COME IN, 
GIVE ME A SEC 
TO CLEAN UP. 
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CHRIST! 
HOW'D HE 
DIE? 


MY NEIGHBOR 
DIED? 
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you asked why it seems 

like my roommates hate you 
you made it seem 

like it was all my fault 


and i really thought 

we had similar trauma, same in nature 
but hell i know now 

red flags mean danger 


please just know 

you can come to me, if you really need 
unfortunately 

| will forgive you 

you will manipulate me 


I'm stuck on my couch again 

listening to Punisher again 

please don't associate Twin Fantasy with 
someone 

that shit will never work out 


| met Someone new 
they're good to me 
but I'm not sure | know what that means 


| will hurt you 
you will be mad at me 


| really like you 
hey stop looking at me 
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DUNE 


A pocket of sand 

That | hold 

Then spill out onto the floor 

Windy dry mountain above lagoon 

only allowed to exist in the shade of our dune 

Don't step on small grasses 

they hold this all in place 

Little leaves and little flowers with little butterflies wrapped 
inside 

Hide from sands sweeping our ankles 

Feel how the grains cut in 

The rough edges are getting buffed off 

If you run down wind pushes you 

in just the right way 

Feel fifty pounds lighter 

Beetles here and there and pause when a gust hits 
See fossils, petrified wood, ancient shells dotting the 
static, 


But most to never be seen. 


Falling stars above you, tumbling 

Dark grass beneath you, ristling 

Strong gusts of wind around you, wuthering 
My burning heart beside you, rumbling. 


You are a dream I cannot fathom 

You are the blessing and the god I thank 
The sun itself, shining brightly 

I worship you, trembling slightly, 
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Don't preempt it, sit with it and enjoy good things 
things happening to you. 
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Una presion, 

un dolor, 

un fuego, 

un vacio, 

uN suspiro, 

dos vacios, 

una mirada de reojo, 
una memoria fugaz, 
O tres, 

O cuatro, 

unas lagrimas, 

unos sentimientos, 
dos dias 

O tres anos, 
ninguna respuesta, 
una propuesta, 
muchas preguntas, 
ninguna respuesta, 
ninguna respuesta. 
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Rabbit’s Foot 


By multitudes of tunnel 

I was lead here 

to iron baskets of plenty 
gathered from the edges 

of the overflowing 

mouths of well clad demons 
I do not barter with, 

but simply thieve from 
their stock of discards 
marked for burial 


in some distant mound. 


Look Away, look away 


you shall not see me (Lepus Pergamentum’) 


forever vanishing 
forever young. 


Your elden friend, 


their forgotten face. 
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Music stuff 


Blutt (Patrick 
Belaga, 2021) 
review by 
Jorge 


blutt, or... 

...a digital cloud of self sleeping in a dark dreamworld, the 
photoshop blue sky, vast and open with dark clouds rolling through, 
not night but deader than night somehow. 


patrick belaga’s blutt is an anomaly. this aloum will make you see 
stars. 


the cover of belaga’s sophomore album is a seussian nightmare 
close-up of a candy-toothed cat with its fur tied off in festive bows. 
the name is german for “blood”, perhaps a nod to the vivid red 
backdrop of this cat’s universe, a dimension of thick, sludgy 
electronic cello that brings me back to nights as a kid waking up at 
3am into the jelly of morning. 


this freakish feline oughta have a pretty nasty purr, huh? well, blutt is 
belaga’s attempt to capture that humming, stuttering motor. he 
embodies this cat in the album’s 37-minute runtime; the coarseness 
of the fur, its vacant, angry stare, the calcium powdery touch of its 
bared teeth. 


compared to 2017’s groundswell, the foreboding is more subdued. if 
that album was being trapped inside a mountain vortex, this is being 
lost out on a snowy plain. don’t get me wrong, there’s still an ancient 
feeling here, but the watery production feels more ephemeral than 
primal. 
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belaga wastes no time putting us at the center of this blizzard with 
the opener. cello is the first thing you hear on this album, and it’s 
central to the cold you feel throughout, but what makes this aloum 
feel subzero is the sound design. under that gorgeous cello, there’s 
an ominous twang signaling danger, trespassing, a pinprick tingle 
that you do not belong here. 


a lot of the melodies on this record are simple repetitions of an idea. 
on sigh, a piano progression is established, eaten and then spat out 
in variations at different stages of digestion. the filtered recording 
feels close - too close, confined by concrete walls or the contours of 
a cave. the horn screeching is an echo drawing in these 
disembodied hums that follow the chords for the rest of the song. 


the ambient noises add motion. while listening, you feel a whirling 
wind, like a demented version of the dizziness from spinning too fast 
as a kid. except instead of the hard landing, you fall slow. 


when i watched felix colgrave’s double king for the first time, i felt 
sucked into another dimension. the tunnel is a tower's rhythmic 
synth and spacious cello recall that feeling of being a motionless 
observer. to me, blutt just sounds like night, those bright nights 
where the sun might still be out if it weren't asleep. 


sleep is this album's crux, a restless sleep where belaga's 
compositions sandwich crisp orchestral cello passages between 
processed noise ripped from a dream. 


album closer and centerpiece slowly, clocking in at 14 minutes as 
the longest song on the record, is a prime example of this: time 
loops, error noises collapsed into circular frequencies spin on the 
axis of a two-note piano melody. the chaos is seductive; it lulls you 
into its simulation and transfixes you in it. 


this album is the metaverse embodied, the lonely whirring fan of a 
supercomputer left to rot. when the connection's severed, when it's 
time to wake up, the dream never quite leaves you. 


much like this album hasnt left me. 

imagine a snowy wasteland. there’s a blinding light wherever you 
look, and angels are singing, but these angels aren't like the ones 
you know. they’re a chorus of distant holograms plucking wires, 
playing a song with a lilt you don’t recognize. 


once the angels dissolve into the sky, you wander until you find 
yourself shaking off the snow packed into your boots under a porch 
you don’t remember walking to. inside, you sigh. 


time seems different in the room. a film of green-yellow aging covers 
everything in sight, and you tense your jaw noticing holes in your 
vision. tiny ones, barely there. they flicker like tunnels. you think of 
where they could lead, what spiraling stairways you could climb - 
you picture spires. they feel endless. as you stare out at the vases 
and empty photo frames, words form in your mind. the tunnel is a 
tower. 


you're in the snow again, footsteps behind you for miles. icicles are 
growing from the ground. hail is beginning to fall, but when you look 
into the white expanse, ice seems to only be falling where you’re 
standing. an icicle in front of you splinters into flaked mirrors, 
reflecting a grey eye in its shards. 


rubbing your eyes as if fresh out of sleep, you turn an eye upwards. 
you freeze at the terrible vision above you. then you run, kicking up 
clouds with the momentum. the world is moving with you, moving 
too, moving faster than you - the eyes that follow, they hang still in 
the sky, glazed and heavy. 


sunlight didn’t used to feel like this. how much further can you go? 
the grasses around your feet seem comfortable in death. the 
swelling of the ground makes you grimace. your dark circles ache; 
you know the earth is coated in rust. 


a slow-running river should be peaceful - water shouldn’t sound so 
unsoft. but the trickle cascades and the sweet birds scream and you 
lay by the water. you reach out to dip a finger in the current. you feel 
thick ice instead. 
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you don’t know how it happened. one moment you’re on the 
riverbank, the next you claw at the ice from below, palms pressed 
flat. pushing. the water is a slurry. your eyes are bloodshot. blurred 
visions of floating things are all you see across the sheet of ice 
holding you under. surrounded by water on all sides, your skin feels 
burned. 


slowly. you go down slowly, slower than you should with arms of 
lead. your body crumples, frays at the edges - in the currents, 
movements are infinite. your descent stutters, no end. no beginning. 
every time you're certain the floor will catch you, the ice is back on 
your palms. how much further can you go? the air has run out. 
you're still here. 


your body is an artifact. 


Leak 04-13 
(Bait Ones) 
Jai Paul, 2019) 
review b 
Daniel Flores 


[best enjoyed while playing “Genevieve (unfinished)” in the 
background] 


| find myself in awe while paying attention to all the sonic details in 
this album, and how they work together in each song to build its 
specific mood in unexpected or backward ways that still feel 
digestible, danceable, fun, and very familiar. "All Night (unfinished)" 
is so watery and feels healing in a way, "Desert River (unfinished)" is 
like a futuristic jungle, “Jasmine (unfinished)” is trippy and larger than 
life; like the album cover, the project feels like a vivid digital collage. 


| also think that for such an experimental project with plenty of 
sampling and unlikely combinations of textures, it boasts some of the 
best music ever made to be played while in a car at night: addictive 
rhythms, catchy vocals, and boomy bass are some of the elements 
that drive a big chunk of this project, and these are used in ways | 
had never heard before, while at the same time achieving their 
purpose better than most popular club music of the time, just listen to 
Jai's cover of Jennifer Paige's record "Crush" from 1998, the bass is 
something else. This album's mix of Bollywood samples, groovy 
aquatic electric guitar riffs, hypnotic synth chords and melodies, and 
layers of (Sometimes unpolished) vocals create a soundscape that | 
often crave to revisit because of how unique it is. 


This album is very important for me because it's thought-provoking 
and inspiring, not only in its contents but also its history, thinking 
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about Jai’s endless hours choosing samples, sound-designing 
synths, getting the best vocal takes possible, mixing the instruments, 
trying out different effects, etc. just for all of that focus and care to be 
Casually interrupted by his laptop getting robbed and the incomplete 
album getting leaked online is a sort of cautionary tale for me, 
perfectionism is often my enemy when it comes to art, | get 
obsessed with the details. As | work on finishing my band's EP, | 
realize that at any point something unfortunate could happen to me 
as it did to Jai Paul, as artists, we capture the essence of the present 
and we must catch the present before it is no more. Art is not 
necessarily urgent, but it does change with time. We must act like a 
baseball batter and hit the ball at the perfect time where our effort/ 
satisfaction is balanced the most. 


Thinking about this aloum | also realize how, whether we like it or 
not, our art exists on its own, it says things that we didn't command it 
to, and it gets involved in dialogues we don't understand. Worrying 
about being understood obsessively is futile. Maybe by leaving 
blanks to be filled (maybe intentionally, not on accident like Jai), we 
Can experience our creativity in more fulfilling ways. The lyrics 
throughout "Bait Ones" can be retrospectively analyzed knowing the 
record's history. Doing so makes the project far grander and more 
meaningful, especially on "BTSTU", the last track: 


[Verse 2] 

The ship was the love of my life 

We went down together that night 

| surfaced in every shadow 

For years | just kotched on the down low 
[Chorus] 

| know I've been gone a long time 

I'm back and | want what is mine 

| Know I've been gone a long time 

I'm back and | want what is mine 


Lyrics that normally would just be about a complicated romantic 
relationship can be taken into the context of Jai Paul "going down 
together that night" along with his leaked magnum opus, going into 


the dark and staying low after the leak until he eventually did an 
Official digital and physical release 6 years later in 2019, “taking back 
what’s his”. such readings on the lyrical content are also strong in 
“Zion Wolf Theme (unfinished)”, “Genevieve (unfinished)’, and 
“100,000 (unfinished)”. Lyrics that work at multiple levels and messy 
production as a positive trait are both elements that | try to apply in 
my work, and I’m grateful for discovering this project because it 
helped me learn more about them. 


| find it sad how a stolen laptop incident robbed us of more of Jai's 
music, robbed Jai of his deserved success and notoriety, robbed the 
Culture of art that could've pushed our collective boundaries as 
listeners and artists ever so slightly beyond where they currently sit, 
but in a way | enjoy appreciating a project this beautiful in the context 
of such a complicated history that speaks to me personally as a 
creator, for me that makes it much more. 
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